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established institutions, and they are now tottering to their fall,
because not founded on the eternal rock of justice, but built
upon the shifting sands of expediency/*
The applause at a funeral service had shocked many of
George's intimate friends, especially the clergymen. And yet,
before the end, it became infectious, and most of the crowd
joined. The Reverend Heber Newton said later to Alice Thacher
Post, "When the applause first broke out, I was amazed and
shocked. When it was repeated, I felt righteously indignant.
But as it was again and again renewed, and I myself felt the
thrill of the Christian sentiments it so unconventionally ap-
proved, the gratifying thought came to me that this was not a
funeral, but a resurrection."
The services concluded, the coffin was placed on a high
draped catafalque, drawn by sixteen horses shrouded in black
nets. It was escorted by hundreds on foot through the canyons
of the city in the gathering dusk. A single band played Chopin's
"Funeral March" and the "Marseillaise/' moving at the head of
the column. From the window of a great house on Madison
Avenue someone dropped a white rose which clung to the
casket as it passed.
"I am for men," Henry George had said. And now, despite
the soft rain that was falling, an unbroken line of people stood—
sometimes five deep—uncovered, silent, sorrowful, along the
way of march. The procession passed through City Hall Park,
close to the steps of the beautiful old building where this man
might have governed., It was dark and empty. No sound came
from it save the deep-toned tolling of the bell. To the slow
rhythm of the dirge the cortege moved across the Brooklyn
Bridge. There all other traffic had been stopped; the span was
deserted and silent except for the muffled sounds of wheels and
tramping feet.
The two great cities stretched vague and mysterious in the
Sunday calm. In the grey hush, boats passed dimly on the leaden
colored waters beneath. Across they went, the followers with
their leader, to Brooklyn—newly made part of Greater New
York—and to Borough Hall. There, every window alight and
with bells tolling, they lifted his coffin from the catafalque and
delivered it to his family.
And now, no longer the public servant, Henry George be-
came again just the beloved friend, the husband, the father,
and those closest to him took their dead home for one last night.

